

That calculate of many things to come : 

Who by a power repleat with hcauenly gift, 

Canft blab the counfell of thy Makers will. 

If fame be true.or truth be wrong’d by thee, 

Decide in cyphering,whatthefe fiuc Moones 
Portend this clime, ifthey prefage at all. 

Breath out thy gift.ar.clif 1 line to fee 
Thy diuination rakca true cfFctf, 
lie honour thcc aboue all earthly men. 

p e t . The skyc wherein thefc Moones haue refidence, 
Prefentcth Rome the great «. Metropolis , 

Where fits the Pope in all his holy porape. 

Foure of the moones prefent foure prouinces, 

To wit, Spainc.Denmarke, Germanic, and France, 

That bearethc yoke of proud commanding Rome, 

And Hand in fcare to tctr.pt the Prelates curfc. 

The fmallcft tnoone that whirles about the reft. 
Impatient of the place he holds with them, 

Doth figure forth this Ifland Albion, 

Who gins to fcorne the fea and icat of Rome, 

And feekes to flvun the Edicts of the pope: 

This ftiowcs the heauen.and this I doe auerre 
Is figured in the apparitions. 

[oh. Why then itfccaies theheauens fmiteon vs, 
Giuing appiaufc for leaning of the Pope. 

But for they chance in our Meridian, 

Doe thev efteft no priuatcgrowihgili 
To bsinflufted on vs in this clime ? 

Pet. Tha moones efFefl no more than whatlfaid. 
But on fome other knowledge that I haue 

By nry prefcience. ere Afcenfion day 

Haue brought the Sunnevnto hisvfuall height, 

OfCrowne,Eftate, and Royall dignity, 

Thou (halt be clcane difpoyl’d and difpofieft. 

lob. FaU'e dreamer, perifli with thy witched nevves, 
Vdlainethouvvoundftme with thy fallacies: 

If.it be true, die for thy tidings price*, ^ 
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of Kjngfohn. 

, ftiv forfeiting me with vainefuppofe: # 
jffairc, witch> hds damned fecretarie. 

H£U ? him vp {lire, for by my faith I fwearc, 

L°- k ^ ue the Wizard {hall not hue. 

Tr f ^feenfron’ day : who fhould be caufc heereof? 

gjrfche cm**"* I *«• effea 

my mercy femes to maimc myfclfe, 
lu! rnote doth Hue from whence thefe cnoraes fpring vp, 
t mv promife paft for his deliuerie: 

iftSd# feith > th " diudl doe wichally 

Thebrat .{ball dye that terrifies me thus. 
rembrnh and Sfx I recall my graunr, 

T will not buy your ftuours with my fearer 
L v murmur not, my will is law enough, 

I loue you well, but if I lou’d you better, 


How now what newes with thee? 

Ad, According to your highnelleftrict command. 
Young* hurt eyes are blinded and extinft. 

Iok Why fo,.then he may feele the crowne butneuer fee 
Hub. Nor fee nor feele, for of the extreame paine, (it. 
Within one houre gaue he vp the ghoft. 
fol). What, is lie dead? ## 

Hub. He is my Lord. 

job . Then with him dies my cares . 

Ejftx. Nor ioy betide thy foule. ^ 

<Pcmb. And heauens reuenge thy death. 

E(fex. What haue you done my Lord? W as euer heard 
A deed of more inliumane confequence? 

Your foes will curfe, your friends will cry reuenge. 
Vnkindly rage more rough then Northern wind,. , 

To clip the beauty of fo fweet a flower. 

What hope in vs for mercy on a fault, 

V V hen Kinfman dyes without impeach of caufc. 

As you haue done fo come to cheere you with, . 

The guilt (hall neuer be call in my teeth,,, Sxtmt. 

G 2'-. John* 



